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Tiefe pretty babes wit hand in hand 
: Went wandering uþ ani down ; 
But never more Viey ſaw ts man 
Af rociching rom tue toi 
Terr pretty lips will Dea hberrics 
IFere all b:frrcar'd and dy'C ; 
And alien they fawo the der, fone uiglit, 


They fat then down And cried, 
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ine CHILDREN in tt: WOOD ; 


Un, THE NORFOLK GENTLEMAN'S LAST W111 AND 


1E5; ANENT. 


NT OVW ponder well. you parents dear, 
| The words wiuch I {hall write; 

A dole ful flory you ſhall hear, 
In ume brought forth to light: 

A gentleman of «00d account 
In Norfolk liv'd of late, 

Whoſe wealth and riches did furmount * 
Moſt men of is eilate. 


Sore ſick he was, and like to die, 
No help that he cold have; 

His wife by him as ſick did lic. 
And bo h pollels'd one grave, 

No love between theſe two was lol, 
Each was to other kind: | 

In love they liv'd, in love they died, 
And lefc two babes behind: 


The one 2 fre and pretty boy, 


Not palling three years oid : 
Th'other a girl, more young than he, 
And made in beauty's mould. 
The father left his little ſon, 
As p'amiy doth appear, 
When he to perfect age ſhould come, 
Lurce hundred pounds a year 3 


And to his litile daughter Jane 
Five hundred pounds in gold, 


To be paid down on marriage day, 


Which might not be control d: 
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But if the cuildren chance to die 
Ere ib ev to age ſhenld come. 
Their u cle ſhould poſſeſè then wealt, 
For ſo the will did run. 


Now. brother, ſaid the dying man, 
Look to my «!1:1Gren dear; 

Be good unto m boy and giri, 
No friends ciie I have here: 

To God and you I do commend 

Mr children night and day 3 

But little while, be ſure, we have 
Wutin this world to ſtay. 

You muſt be father and mother both, 
And uncle. all m one ; | 

(od knows what will become of them 
When 1 am dead and gone, 


Mich that beſpake their mother dear: 


O brother kind, quoth ſhe, 
You arc tlie man mull bring our babes 
To weeta or milery. 
Fand if you keepthem carefully, 
Then Cod will you reward 
If otherwiſe you lcem 19 dal. 
God wili your deeds regard: 
With lips as cold as any fone 
She kils'd her children {nail : | 
God bleſs you both, my children deat ! 
With that the tears did fall, 


Inele ſpeeches then their hrother ſpoke 
To this ck couple there: | 

Tue keeping of your children dear, 
Sweet iter. do not Tear; 

Cod never proſper me 1107 mine, 
Nor anght elle that 1 have, 

If I do wrong your children dear, 
VV ben you ate lad in grave, 
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Their parents being dead and gone, 
The children home he takes. 

And brings them home unto his houſe, 
And much of them ne makes. 

He had not kept theſe pretty babes 
A twelvemonth and a day, 

When for their wealth he did deviſe * 
To make them both away. 


Ile bargain'd with two rufffans rude, 
\\'hich were of furions mood, 
That they ſhouid take the children young, 
And ſlay them in a wood, 
le 1:4 his wite, and all he had, 
He did ihe children ſend 
To be brought up in fair London, 
Muh one that was his friend. 


Ava then went theſe pretty babes, 
Retoieing at that tide, 
R: ioicing with a merry mind, 
They {hou'd on cock-horte ride, 
They prate and pratile plcatantiy, 
As tney rode on the way, 
To thoſe that ſhould their butchers be, 


Ard work their lives decay, 


So that the pretty ſpeech they had 
Made murd'rers heart relent; 

And they that undertook the deed 
Full ſore they did repent. 

Vet one of them, more hard of heart, 
Did vow to do his charge, | 


Becauſe the wreich who hired him 


Had paid him very large. 


The other wou'd not agree thereto, 


So here they fell at itrife; 
With one another they did fight f 
About che children's life 
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And he that was of mildeſt mood 
Dit lay the other there, 

Within an unfrequemted wood; 
Wie babes did quake ſor fear. 


He took the children by the hand, 
When tears flood in their eve ; 

And bade hem come and go with him, 
And look they did not cry: 


And two long miles he led them on, 


While they for food complain: 
Stav here, quoth he, I'll bring you bread, 
When I do come again, 


Theſe pretty babes with hand in hand 


Went wandering up and down ; 

But never more they ſaw the man 
Approaching from the town : 

Their pretty lips with blackberries 
Were all beſmear'd and dy'd ; 

And when they ſaw the darkſome night, 
They ſat them down and cried, 


Thus wander'd theſe two pretty babes, 
Till death did end their grief; 


In one another's arms they died, 


As babes wanting relief: 
No burial theſe pretty babes 

Of any man receives, 
Till Robin-red-breaſt painfully 


Did cover them with leaves. 


And now the heavy wrath of God 
Upon their uncle fell, 5 
Yea, fearful frends did haunt his houſe, 
His conſcience felt a hell! 
His barns were fir'd, his goods conſum'd. 
His lands were barren made, 
Ls catile died within the field, 
And nothing with him flazd, 


Sa 
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And, in the voyage of 5 
Two his ſoa; Ad dic 

And. to conclude him! rel was brought 
To extreme miſery; 

He pawi'd and morigag'd all his land 
Ere ſeven years came about, 

And now at ivngth tits wicked att 
Did by this m ans come outs 

The fellow that did take in hand 
Theſe children for to Kili. 

Was for a rot, hey hdg“ to die, 
As was (S 4cl' 8 Pole led * 141 . 

W ho did contefs the very truth, 
The white! 1s here exprefs'd ; 

Ti.cir nncte died. white he, for de bt, 
In priſon long did rel. 


Hall you that be executors made, 
Ard overſcers cke, 


Of children chat be fatherleſs. 


And infants ala and meek, 
Take you example by this thing, 
And yield io cach his right ; 
I eft God, with fuch like miſery, 


Your wicked winds requite. 
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MARY SCOT. 


APPY's the love that meets return, 
When in ſuſt flames ſouls equal burn; 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Je cegiflers of heav'n relate, 
It gs ge o'er the rolls of fate, 
Did you here ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot, che flow'r oi Yarrow ? 
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Ah, no! her form's too heavenly far, 
Her love the gods above muſl ſhare : 
While mortals with deſ>.r explore her, 
And at diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid ! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and hleſs me with a ſmile: 
Alas! if rot, youll on char a 
Sighing {warn tae banks of Y arrows 


Be huſh ye fears, 1") not defp ur, 

My Mary's tender as ies fair; 

Then I'll go tell her all mine angiulhy 
She is ton ond to let me languiſh. 
M'ith ſlucet i, crowd. I' not envy 
Je folks who doch above ihe TY l 

A\ hen Nlarv 8. 6 Heceme iy maro, 
We'll maxe a Latadiic uin Y arrows 


nt MH rte „. 
THE BATTLE OF FLOWDENHILL, 
| ifs heard of a liltirg at our ewes miiking, 


Laſſes a* liltmg before the break of day; 
But now there's a moaning on ilka 22 loaning, 
That our braw forclters are a' wede away. 


At boughts, in the morning, nae blithe lads are ſcorning, 
The laſſes are lonely, dowie, and wae; | | 
Nae daffin. nae gabbin, but ſighing and ſabbing, 
Ilk ane lifts her leglin and hies her away. 


At e'en, at the glomin, nae ſwankies are roaming 
Mongſt tacks, with the laſſes at bogle to play, 
But ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary, 
The flowers of the foreſt that are wede away. 
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At har't, at the ſhearing, nae younker« are jetring, 
1 he ban'iters are runkled, lyart, and grev ; 

At a fair, or a preac ming, nae woutng, nac Jeeching, 
Since our braw forefters are a' wede awav, 


O Jool for the order, ſent our lads to the border ! 
The Engltih. for ance. by guilc gat the day: 

The flowers of the foreſt, that ay home the loremoſt, 
The prime of our land lies cauld in the clay. 


We'll hear nae mair lilting at out ewes milking, 
The women and bairns are dowie and wae, 

S:ghing and moaning on ilka green ſoanigg. 
Since our braw joreltets att 2 weae away. 


— 2 — — — 


BONNY IEAN. 


T OVE's goddeſe in a mvrile grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpecd, 
Nor let thy ſhaft at random rove. | 
Fer Jeany's haugtty heart ml bleed. 
"The ſmiling boy with dieine art, | 
N From Paphos ihot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring. to the heart, 


And kili'd the pride of bonny Jean. 


Ng, 


; No more the nymph, with haughty air, 
q Retuſes Willy's kind addreſe; 

| Her yielding blulhes ſhew 1» care, 

But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 

No mote the youth is ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 

While every day he ſpics ſome new 
Surpriling charms in benny Jcan. 
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Awnoutaud tranſports crowd his breati, 
He moves as lighi as fleeting wind, | 
His former torrows foem a jet. 

Now when his fcar is turn'd kind: 
Kiches he locks n with d:{dain, 

The glorious heli of war loo mean; 
The cheerful Dow and horn ove pain, 
If ablemt from 1.5 bonne Jean. 


9 


The dax be fend in an' tous gaze, 
Mich even in lunnmner thorien'd ſcems; 
nen junk in downs, with glad amaze, 
Ile wondets at lit in his dreams, 3 
All Charms diſc he'd, ſhe looxs more briglt [ 
Than Troy's pr:ze, tir: Spartan queer, y 
With breaking day, he litts his fight, 

Aud pants to be with bonny Jean. 


—— 


—— — — 
JOIIN O' BADENYON. 
THEN fict I came to be a man 
'Y Oftwenty years or ſo, 
I thought myſelf a handſome youth, 
And fain the world would know; 
In ve!t attire 1 flepp'd abroad, 
Wich ſpirits briſk and gay; 
And here and there, and every where 
Was like a morn in May. 
No care I had nor fear of want. 
But rambled up ard down, 
And for a beau I might have paſs'd 
In country or in town 3 
I ſlill was pleas'd whete'er I went, 
And when 1 was alone, | 
I tun' d my pipe, and pleas'd my ſelf 


Wu John o' Badenvon. 


Now in the days of vouhful prime, 
A miſtreſs I muſl find, 
For love, I heard, gave one an air, 


And ev'n improv'd the mind, On 


2 MW cars S926 erm oe Wort ic. ts 


err CO I OS 


5 
On Philus fair. among the reſt, 
Kind fortune fix d my eyes, 
Her piercing beauties ſtruck my heart, 
And ſhe became my choice. 
To Cupid now with hearty pray r, 
I o!ler'd many a vow, 
And danc'd and ſung, and ſigh'd and ſwore, 
As other lovers do; | 
But when at laſt I brea:h'd my flame, 
I found her cold as lone, 


I left the girl and tun'd my pipe, 
To John of Badenyon. 


When love had thus my heart beguil d, 
With fooliſh hopes and vain, 

To friend ſhip next I tieer'd my courſe 
And laugh'd at others pain 


A friend I got by lucky chance, 


'T'was ſom«thing like divine, 


An honeſt friend's a precious gift, 


And ſuch a gift was mine; 
But now whatever miglit betide, 
A happy man was i, 
In any ſtrait I knew to whom, 
1 freely might apply; 
A ſirait ſoon cainc, my friend I try'd, 
He laugh'd and ſpurn'd my moan, 
1 hy'd me home and tun'd my pipe, 
To John o' Badenyon, 


Methought I ſhould be wiſer next, 
And would a patriot turn, 
Began to duat un Johnnie Wilkes, 
And cry'd up Parſon Horn; 
Their nobic ſpirit I admir'd, 
And prais'd their manly zeal, 


Who had with flaming longue and pen, 


Maintain'd the publc weal : 


But 
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Bin ere a month or two was pal! 
I found myſelf betrav'd. 

*T was ſelf and party after all, 
For all the flir they made; 

At laſt 1 faw the fattious knaves, 
Inſu't the very thione, 

I curs'd them a' and .un'd my pipe, 
1o John of Badenyon. 


What next to do mus'd a while, 
St“ 10p:12 to ſucceed, 
1 pit ON Lots ang company. 
And OT a4" CV 17 41 ic) end; 
I bougtu 4. teten Jen ery where, 
And i ud went and dav, 
Nor miſs'” het dean or dettor wrote, 
That harper'de in my way; 
Philoſo hy 1 nox effecm'd 
The orm met of vouth, 
And carefully 0 mary a page, 
I hunted alter tritl; ; 8 1 
A thouſand various { hemes I tound. = I 
l yer was picas'd with none, | 
J threw them den and tun'd my Pipe, 
To John o' Badenyon. 
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And now the voungſlers ev*ry one, 4 
That wiſh to make a ſhow, A 
Take heed in ume nor ſoundly hope, | 
For happineſs below; | 
What you may fancy pleaſure here, 
Is but an ewpiy name, 
And girls and friends and books and 1c, 
You'll find them a* the ſame : 
Then be advis'd and warning take, 
From ſuch a man as me ; 
I'm neither Pope nor Caidinal, 
Nor one of low degree ; 
You'll meet diſpleaiures ev'ry where, 
* Then do as I have done, 
Een tune your pipe, and pleaſe yourſelf 
wr Joh 0 8 l The 
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Tie: BRAKES of YAR R 0 N, 
In Imitation of e ancient Scots Manner: 


USK ye, buſk ve, my bonny bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 
Buſk ye, buſk ve, my bonny bormy bride, 
And think no mair on the Bracs of Yarrow, 


Where gat ye that bonny bonuy bride ? 
Where gat ye that winſome marrow ? 

I gat her where I dare na weil be ſeen, 
Pumg the birks on the Braes of Marrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride ! 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow, 

Nor let thy heart lament to leive 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 


Why does ſhe weep, thy winſome marrow ; 


And why dare ye nae mair weil be ſeen 


Puing the birks on the Braes of arrow? 


&. Lang maun ſhe weep, lang maun ſhe, mann ſhe weep, 


Lang maun ſhe weep with dule and forrow ; 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the virks on the Braes of Yarrow, 


For ſhe has tint her iuver, luver dear. 
Her luver dear, the cauſe of forrow ; 
And I hae {lain the comiieſt ſwain 
That eir pu'd birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Why rins thy fiream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid ? 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of ſurrowꝰ 
And why yon melancholious weids | 
lung on the bonn birks of Yarrow ? 

B \hat's 
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W. hat's vonder ſfloats on the rueſul. rucful fd!“ 
hat's vonder ats? O dule and torrow ! 

O 'ts he, the comelv ſwalin I fle 

Up the dulefal Bracs of Y arrows 


Walh, O waſh his wounds, his wounds in tears, 
Iits wounds in tears with dule and forrow ; 
Aud wrap his limbs ia mournng weids, 
Aud lay him on the Braes of Y arrow. 


Then bild, then build, ve ſiſſers, ſiſters ſad, 
Ye filters tal, Ins 1om2 with forrow 
And weep around in wachil wile 
II napleſs fate on the Bracs of Yarrow, 


Curl» ye, curſe ye, his uſciefs, uſeleſs Tneld, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſprat that piere'd his breaft, 
IIis comeiy brealt vn the Braes of Yarrow, 


Did I not warn the, not to, not to luve P 
And warn from light r but, to my ſorrow, 
Tuo rally bald a fironger arm 
Ion mett'n, and ſell'd on the Braes of Yarrow, 


Sweet {inells the birk, green grows, green grows the 
Yellow on Y-rcos's bank the gowan, [ graly 

Fair haugs the apple frae the rock, | 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan, 


As grog nit; walz, its gowan as vellow, 
As ſacci Hasglis on us braes the birk, 
The apple frae its rock as mellow. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet ? as ſweet, as ſweet flows Tweed, 


Fair wies thy luve, fair, fair indeed thy luve, 
In flow'ry bands thou didi him fetter; 
Tho' he was fair, and well beluv'd again, 
Than me he never luv'd thee better, 
Buſ& 
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Bulk ve, then buſk, my bunny bomey h de, 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winſomne marrow. 

Buſk ye. and luve me on the banks of Tweed. 
And think nae mair on the Bra's of Yarrov.. 


 Howeanl br ft. a bonny bonny bie? 


How can I buſk a infant mne? 
jd luve him hne tanks of | wee 1, 
1};:ai flew my luve on the Brac of Narro 


10 Yarrow fic le, never, never rat? 
Nor dew, thy te tee dloſloms cover! 
Fer there war beſcly flain wy lave, 
My ure, as he had not becn a luver. 


Flze boy put en þ's robes, his robes f grecn, 


His purple rel, Wess my awn ſcing: 
Ab wick ted we! 1 inte, Intle kenu'd 
He was in theie to meet his tuin. 


1% boy teck out his milk-white, milk-white Reed 
Unheedful of u 'y dule and furruw 3 
Bt ere the dewfall of the Nint 


He! lay a cor; ple on the Bracs of Yarrow, 


Much I rcjoic'd that waeful, waeful day 3 
I {ang. my voice the woods returning: 
Put lang ere night the ſpear was fown, 
Tizat Jew my luve, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 


My luver's blood 1s on thy ſpear, 


How canſt thou, barbarous man, then wooe me? 


My happy ſiſters may be, may be proud, 
With crucl and ungentle fool”, 


May bid me ſcek on Var row '5 Res 
My luver nailed in his coihn, 


B 2 My 
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Me brother Douglas may up>rad, uphiid, 
And Uri. e with threatning words to mus t ine: 


My lere: bod is on thy ſpcar. 
Ilow cat: thou ever bid me love thee ? 
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Nes, ves, 37 are the bed, he bed ofluse, 
Muh t:dal fheets my bond; (ner; 
Unbar, ye bridal waits, the 4 Or, 
Let iu the exproied nitbeade luver. 


But who the exp:Ged huſband, k. {band is, 

ts hade, methiuks, are bath'd in laughter: 
Att CIS [3 1 nat £7) Qty {pt etre's von 

Comes in iz pate fr oud, bleed. g after 7 


Pale as 1 e, her” lay hin. lay him down, 
| , oe my rr e e | 4 


1.uke aft. take 411 the le Frida! . (. 1% þ 
Aud crown my careful head vi willow, 


Pale tho' thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt beluv'd, 
O could my warm refiore thee ! | ] 
Yet lye all night between my bre ill, 1 


No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale in: leed, O luvely luvely youth, 
Forgive, forgive ſo foul a ſlaughter, 

And lye all night between my breills, 
No youth ſhall ever lye there after, 


Return, return, O monrnful. mournful bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrowe. 

Thy lover heede nought of thy highs. 
He lies a corpſe on the Bracs of Yarrow. 


SHARS- 
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SHAKSPEARE's MULBERRY - TREE. 


WRITTEN BY DAVID CARRICK F:"), 


EHOUD this fair goblet ! was carv's hon, the tree, 
Which. O my ſweet Shakſp-ar.: ! was plemed by thee 3 
As a rchc I kiss it, ard bow at the ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand mul! be ever divine! 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry- tree; 
Bend to thee, 
Bleſt Mulberry ; 
Mrurchleſs was he 
\Who plamed thee, | 
And thou like him immortal ſhalt be. 


Ye trees of the forelt, fo rampant and high, 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe head {weep the ſky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom talle has brought here 

Lo root out the nair-cs at prices fo dear! 


il ſhall yicid to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 


The oak is held roval, is Britain's great boaſt, 
 Preferv'd once our king, and will always our coaſt; 
But of fir we mike ſhips, we have thouſands that fight, 
While one, only one, like our Shakſpeare can write, 


All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-trec, &c, &c, 


Let Venus delight in gay myrile bowers, 
Pomona in fru!t-rwrees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of Shakſpcare all fancics will ſuit, 
With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and faireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 


With learning and knowledge the wel. letter'd birch 
Supplies law and phy ſic, and grace for the church; 
But law and the golpel'in Shakſpeare we find, - 
And he gives the delt phykic for body and mind. 
211 he yield to the Mulberry-iree, &c. Gece 
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7] he fame of the Pairon gives fame to the tree, 
Fiom him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Let Phorbus and Bacchus their glories reſign, 
Our tree ſhall ſurpaſs both the laurel and vine. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 


The genius of Shakſpeare outſhines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can couvey 3 
So the tree that he planted, by making his own, 
Has laurels, and bays, and the vine all in one. 


All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 


Then each take a relic of this hallow'd tree ; 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be : 
Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 
To honour the country, do honour to him, 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry-tree ; 

Bend to thee, 

Bleſt Mulberry ; 

Matchleſs was he 

Who planted thee, 


LADY ANNE BOTHWEL' LAMENT. 


ALOW, y, ly Rill and ſleep, 
| It 8 — hear thee weep: 
If thow'k be item, I' be glad, 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 

Balow, my boy, 4 Rill and ſleep, 

It grieves me ſore to hear thee weep. 


Balow, my darling, ſleep a while, 

And when thou wak'ft then {weetly ſmile; 
Put ſmile uot as thy fether did, 

Jo con maids, nay God forbid ; 


For 
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For in thine eye his look I ſee, 
Ihe tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


When he began to court my love, 
And with his tugar'd words 10 me, 
His tempting face, and flat'ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear; 

But pow 1 ße that cru he 

Cares neither for his babes nor me. 


Balow, my boy, &c. 


Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt vouth, 

That ever kift a woman's mouth, 

Let never any after me, 

Submit unto thy courteſy : 

For, if they do, O! cruel thou 

Wilt her abuſe, and care not how. 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


I was too cred*Jous at the firſt, 

To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 

Thou ſwore for ever trueto prove, 

Thy faith unchang'd, unchang'd thy love; 

But quick as thought the change is wrought, 

Ih 1 no more, thy promife nought. 
13 my boy, &c. 
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I wiſh I were a maid again, 

From young men's flattery I'd refrain, 

For now unto my grief I find, 

They are ail perjur'd and unkind : 

Bewuching charms bred all my harms, 

Wuneſs my babe lies in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, &c. | 


I take my fate from bad to worſe, 
That I wuſt needs be now a nurſe, 


0 


I 
} 
0 


os | 


And lull my young ſon on my lap, 
From me, ſweet orphan, take the pap. 
Balow, wy child, ine mother mild 
Shall wan as from all bliſs exil'd. 


Balou, my buy, &c. 


Blow, my boy, weep not for me 
Whole greateſt grief's for wronging thee, 
Nor pu her dete twed ſinart, 

Who can blame none but her fond heart; 
For. too ſoon truſſing lateſt finds, 

With faireſt tongues are falſeſt nunds. 


Balow, my boy, &. 


Balow, my boy, thy father's fled, 
When he the thriftleſs fon has play d, 
Of vows and vaths, forgetful he 
Prefer'd the wars to thee and me. 

But now perhaps thy curſe aud mine 
Make him eat acorns with the ſwine. 


Balow, my boy, Ec. 


But curſe not him, perhaps now he, 


Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee : 
Perhaps at death; for who can tell 
Whether the judge of heaven and hell, 
By ſome proud foe has ſtruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low. 

| Balow, my boy, &c. 


I wiſh I were into the bounds, 

Where he lies {mother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating, as he pants for air, 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair. 

No woman's yet ſo hercely ſet, 

But ſhe'll forgive, tho' not forget, 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


= 


If linen lacks, for my love's ſake, 

Then quickly to hum would I make 

My ſmock once for his meet, 

And wrap him in that winding ſheet, 

Ah me! how happy had I been, 

If he had nc'er been wrapt therein, 
Balow, my boy, &c. 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee ; 
Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me : 
Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 
God gram tlice patience when they come; 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 
A haplets fate, a [aftard's name. 

Balow, my boy, ly ill and ſlecp, 


It grieves me fore to hcar thee weep, © 
871 P 


CORN RIGGS ARE BONNY. 


MI Patie is a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair aud ruddy. 
His ſhape 1s handſome, middle ſize; 
_ He's lately in his wawk ing; 
The ſhining of his een ſurpr ile: 
Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow cc rn was growing. 

I here mony a kindly word he ſpake 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony : 1 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſy ne, 
O corn riggs are bonny. 


[ 22 ] 


Let maidens of a ſilly mind | f 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, | £ 

Since we for yielding are deſign'd, e 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting; 

Then l' comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cockernony 

He's free to touzle ait or late, 


Where corn riggs are bonny. 


— — - 
— — — — 


1 
© — — — 
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COWDEN-KNO WS, 


[ 7 HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
| Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ews and lambkins feed, | | 
And muſic kills the groves. . 


But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 
So fair on Cowden-knows : 
For {re fo ſweet, fo ſoft a bloom 
Eltewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yiclding heart; 5 
No ſhepherd e er thai dwelt on Tweed 
Cou Id play with half ſuch art, 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 
Of Leader-haughs and Leader-fide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the found, 


Yet more delighiſul is the broom 
h So fair on Cowden -knows : 
For ſure to freſh, ſa bright a bloom 
Eiſewaere there never grows. 


Not 
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Not Tiviot braes ſo green and 
May with his broom — 
Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buſh aboon Traquair. 


More 3 far are Cowden- knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my eus, 
At even among the broom. 


Ye that haunt the wood: and plains 
Where Tweed with Tiviot 1 


Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Cowden-knows. 


| —_w 606% | 
BLACK-EY'D SUS AXN. 


\ I. I. in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 


W hen black-ey'd Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ; 

Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William fails among the crew ? 


William, who h n the yard 
Rock'd with Eule to ae” fro. 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below : 
The cord flides ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 


And quick as light'ning on the dec he fands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois d in acr, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breall, 5 
(lf chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear) 
And drops at once into her nelt 
The nob tain in the Britiſh fleet, 
"OT ey Walger 's lips thoſc kiſſes ſweet. 


O! Suſan 
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O! Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain, 
Let me kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again: 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds ! my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that Rlill points at thee, 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conflant mind; 
The'll tell, the ſailors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: | 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For chou art preſent whereſoe er I go. 


If to fair India's coaft we fail, W 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds brig 
1 K fans is Afric's ſpicy gale, git 
TR y {kin is ivory ſo w 1 : 
| Thusev'ry beauteous objeR that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho' battles call me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return : 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Sulan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The ſails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 

They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd ; he hung his head: 
Her leſſening boat unwilling rows to land, 


Adieu f ſhe crics ; and wav'd ber lily hand. 


Tue 
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The KING and MILLER of MANSFIELD. 


It has been a favourite ſubje& with our Engliſh ballad- 
makers to repreſent our kings converling eicher by accident 
or deſign with the meaneſt of their ſubjetts. Of the former 
kind, beſides this ſong of the King and the Miller, we have 
K. Henry and the Soldier; K. James I. aud the Tinker ; 
K. William III, and the Forreſter, &c. Of the latter 
ſort, are K. Alfred and the Shepherd; K. Edward IV. 
and the Tanner; K. Henry VIII. and the Cobler, &c. 
— This is a piece of great antiquity, being written before 
the time of Edward IV. and for its genuine humour, divert- 
ing incidents, and faithful picture of ruſtic manners, is in- 
fmuely ſuperior to all that have been ſince written in imi- 
tation of it, 


Part the Fir. 


| ENRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting 
To the greene foreſt ſo pleaſam and faire; 
Jo ſee the harts ſkipping, and dainty does tripping 3 

Unto merry Sherwood his Hobles repaire : 
Hawke and hound were unbound, all things prepar'd 
For the game, in the ſame, with good regard. 


All a long ſummers-day rode the king pleaſant] 

With if his princes * nobles — — - " 

Chaſing the hart and hind, and the bucke gallantlye, 
Tiil the darke evening ſorc'd all to we 

Then at laſt, riding fall, he had loft que 

All his lords in the wood, latc iu ihe niglit. 


Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and downe, 
With arude miller he mett at the laſt : 
Aſking the ready way unto faire Nottingham; 
Sir, qouth the nulicr, I mean not to jeſt, 
Yet I thiake, what I thinke, ſooth for to lay, 
You doe not lightlye ride out of your way, 


C Why 


* 


Why. what dult thou thiuk of me, quoth our king merrilyu 
Paſling thy judgmer:t on we ſo biicke ? ; 

Good faith, ſayd the miller, 1 meane not to flatter thee , 
I gueſs thee to bee but ſome gentleman thiele; 

I thee backe, in the darke z light not adowne, 

Lell I preſentlye cracke thy kr.aves crowne., 


Thou dofl abuſe me mach, quoth the king, ſaying thus : 
I am + gemileman; lodging I locke, 8 
Thou haft not, q.oth the miller, one groat in thy purſe ; 

All thy inlieritance hanges on thy backe: 
have gold to diſcharge all tha: I call, 


It u be forty pence, I will pay all. 


Ti thou beefl a irue man, then quoth the miller, 
| iveare by my toll-diſh I'll lodge thee all night. 
Iicre's my hard, quoth the king, that was I ever, 
Nay, ſoſt, quoth the miller, thou may 'ſt be a ſprite, 
Better I'll know thee, ere hands we will ſhake ; | 
M ith none but honc il men hands will 1 take, 


Thus they went all along untothe millers houſe ; 
V here 11,cy were a fecthing of puddings and ſouſe : 
The miller 1: ciacr'd in, after hun weit the king; 
Yever came hee in foe {moakye a houſe. 
Now, guoth he, let mc ice here v-hat you are. 


Cuoi}: our king, look your fill, and do not ſpare, 


I like wcl! thy countenance, thou haſt an honeſt face ; 
With my fon Richard this mght thou ſhalt lye, 

Quoth his wife, by my troth, it is a handſome youth, 
Yet it's bel, huſband, to deal warilye. 

Ari thou no runaway, prvthee, youth, tell p 

Shew me thy paſſport, and all ſhal be well. 


FP 3 
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> 1 13 hr — 4 pre lone , making lobe courteſy he? 
With tis h at in hand. ein be did f; 
j t:ave no petnurt, nor never was ſers itor, 
But a poor wo arty er, foi out of my wav: 
Aud fi your lind -c heie off red to mee . 
I gl see you ut C2 ye dente. 


They to the miller his wn fe wiper 'd krerertvy, 
Saying, It ſecmeth, hi vontt's of goud king 
Both iy "his apparel, ant exe by his manners : 
1% tarne him Gat, certainiye, were a great fin, 
Ja, guoth bee. v a max (re, he bath lone grace, 
* Den he duih { ptr to his Letters in place. 


Well, q the mite . romg man, vere uclrome 
Al, ton ah [ {1 it, well lodged ſlall b. U. nere; 
ret Ata vii I have, laid on thy bed lo EY 
And 5: 0 town hempen votes l. ce wi ic. quoth ſhee. 
Ave, q oth the ghd nan, an] when that 18 es 
Tacy kalt lye with no worle chan out on on-. 


Nay. firft, quoth Richard, good-ſe! lows, tell me ume, 
Han thou noe creepers Within thy cay hoſe ? 
Or art thou not troubled with the ſcabbado? 
IL proy, quothi the king, what creatures are thoſe ? 
Art thou not lowly, nor ſcabby ? quoth he: 


If thou beeſt, ſurely thou lycil not wuh mee. 


"This caus'd the king ſuddenlye to langh moſt heartilye, 
Till the teares trickled fafl downs from his eyes. 
Then to their ſupper were they ſet nerve. 
With * bag - pud lin ge, a un goul aphle-pres 
Nap y le, good aid ſtale, in a brown. bowls, 


Which 44 about the board merrily tro le. 


C 2 
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Here, quoth the miller, good fellowe, I drinke 10 dee, 
And to all cu kde, wherever they bee. 

[| pledge ape pe our king. and thanke thee heartiive 
For my good w:jrome in every dooree 2 

find hers, in bke manner, 1 drinke to thy ſonne, 

Do then. q\wth Rickard, and qutcke let it come. 


Wie, queoth the miller, ferech me forth light four, 
And of hb: twer ne fle à little we'll taſie. 

A fre ven'len pal ve broug!:t ſhe out preſeptſve. 
Eat, quwib the miller, but, fir, make no Male: 

Here's Ganiy hgkifunte ! In faith, fayd the king. 

1 ucver before ente ſo dainty a thing, 


I wr, quoth Richard. no dainty at all it 15, 
rar we doe vate of it evg rye day. 

In vha place, {yd our king, may be ber ght like to this 
We never pay peunve tor ut, by my fav: 

Fim merry Sherwood we feich it home here 

Now ard wen we make bold with our king's deer, 


Ihen Trhmke, favd ow king, that it is vemſon. 
che forle, quoth Richard, full well may know chat: 
Never are wee without two or three in the roof, | 
Very well fleſhed. and excellent fat : 
Fut. the. ſay nothing wherever thou goe; 
W wouid wot for two peice the king thould it knowes 


Dowbt not, then fayd the king, my promiſed ſecreſye 3 
The kung hall ws ver Einen mens on't for me. 

A erp of lambs-wort the y drank unto hum then, 
Au 10 1 en ITT <<. I by pals pie. ſe nie. 

The wehles. 1. Nt aorti ng, wen, atl up and down, 

Fur io ck til tet hug in everye WWE, 


An luſt. at the milie rs CUTS ſoene. they eſpy'd him out, 
As he Was mroneing upon bs fan fle- de; : 

Io viem hien (au pelemty, falling down on their knee; 
Winch mate rhe Aken heart woſully bleed: 

Sa 1010 a1: I STIR. before hna he Hood, 

iunbing bg lend have Leon hiang'd by che rood. 


L 
OY 


The king perceiving him ſeafull:! trembling, 
Drew forth his ſword, but nothing he fe : 

The miller downe did fall. crying heine them all, 
Doubting the bing would have tit cf nis head: 

Dun he bis kind conrt: fy for ters qnte. | 

Cave him great living, and duls'd nin a Knight. 


P: rt the Second. 


When as Orr royail king was come home from Nottingham, 
And wich his nobles at Weſlminſter lay; 

Recountinig the ſports aud pallimes they had taken, 
In tuls late Progreſs along on the way: 

Ot then ail, great and Imall, he did proteſt, 

The nuller of Manh<ld's liked hin bell. 


And row. my lords, quoth the king, I'm determined, 
Against St. Georges next ſumptuons feaſt, 
1 hut this old miller our new confirmed knight, 
With bis fon Richard. ſhall here be my gueſt : 
For, in this merriment, tis my delire 
To talk with the jolly knight, and the young ſquire, 


When as the noble lords faw the kinges pleaſantneſs, 
They were rignt joy full and glad in their hearts; 
A pui ſuiv ante there was ſent ſtraiglit on the buſinels, 
The which had often- uUmes been in thoſe parts. 
When he came to the place where they did dwell, 

H:s meſſage ordcilye then *gan he toll. 


God ſave your worſhppe, then ſaid the meſſenger, 
And grante your ladye her one hearts deſire; 
And to your ſonne Richard good fortune and happinch: ; 
That ſwee', geile, and gailant young ſquire, 
Our king greets you weil, and thus he doth ſay, 
You muſt come to he (ourt on St. George's day. 


C3 There» 
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Therct.re, in any caſe, faile not to be in place. 
I wis, quoth the miller. this is an odd jeſt: 
Vhat ſhould we doe there? I'm halfe afraid, 
doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang'd at the leaf. 
Nay. quoth the me ff-nger, you doe miſtake ; 
Our king he provides a great fall for your ſake, 


Then ſayd the miller Ly my troth. meſſenger, 

Thou haft conment-d my worſhippe full well. 
IIold. here are three farthings. to quite thy gentleneſs 
Fer tele happy iy dings, which thou doll tell. 

Jet rae fee. heare thuu mee; tell to cur king, 


We'i! wayt on his ueflerſhipp in everye thing. 
Ihe purſuivante finiled at their ſimplicitye, 


nd, making many leggs, tooke their reward; 
Ard his leave taking with great hunuliye, 

Lo the king's cout againe he ir'd; 
She wing unto his grate, merie and free, 


Tic knighies moſt liberall gift aud bountie. 


M'hen he was gone away, thus gan the miller ſay, 
lere come expences and charges indeed; 

Now muſt we needs be brave, tho“ we ſpend all we have; 
For of new garments we have need: | 

O+ horſes and ferving-men we mult have Rore, 


Wich briäles and ſaddles, and twentye things more. 
Taſne, Sir Jom, quoth ius wife, why ſhould you frett or 


You ſhall rect he art no charge for mee ; {frown 3 


For I w!!! turn and trim up my old ruflet gowne, 
u avery thing ele as tine as may bee; 

And ON 12:7 mill-ho s ſwift we lil ride, 

Wu pi.l-wes and panel!s as we fhail provioe. 


In this melt flalelye fort rode they unto the court, 
ner jolly lonue Richard roſe ſoremoll of all; 
Who jet up, for good hap, a cocks feather in his cap, 


Ang lo ty jeited downe to the kings hali; 


The merry vid miller wuh hands on his {ide ; 
Ui wafe, like maid Marian, did mince at that tid:. 
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The king and his nobles, that heard of their coming, 
Mecting this gallant knight with his brave traine: 

Welcome. fir knight, qusuli he, with your gay lady; 
Good Sir Johu Cockle. once welcome agame: | 

And ſo is the ſquire of courage ſor free. 

Ouoih Dicke, A bots on you! do vou know me ? 


Ouoth our king gemlye. Tow ſhould J forget thee ? 
That wall my own bed-fellow, well u 1 wot. 
Yea. fir, quoth Richard, and by the ſame token, 
| blur . make Wn UW 
Thou whore-ſou unhappy knave, then quoth the knight, 
Speak co the king, erote 
The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily, 
While the king taketh them bath by the hand; 
With the court dames and maids, like to the queen of ſpades, 
The nuller's wife did ſoe orderly ſland, | 
A miik- maids courteſye at every word; 
Aud dowue all the folkes were ſet to the board. 


There the king rovally, in princelye majeſtye, 
Sate at his dinner with joy and delight; 
hen they had eaten well, then he to jeſting fell, 
And 1; a bow! of wine dratike to the knight: 
Here's to you both, in wine, ale, and beer; 
Thanking you hearulye for my good cheer. 


Quoth Sir John Cockle, I'll pledge you a potile, 
2 Were ii 15 be ſt ale in e er A 
But then, ſaid our King, now I think of a thing, 
Some of your hghtivot I with we had here. 
170] ho! quoth Richard, full well I may ſay it, 
„Tis knavery to cate it, and then to betray it. 


Why art thou angry ? quoth our king merrilye: 
In faith, I take it now very unkind ; 
I thought thou wouldR pledge me in ale and wine heartilye, 
 Gucih Dicke, You ace like to Ray ull I have — : 
ou 
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You feed us with twatling diſhes ſo ſmall; 
Z.ounds, a black-pudding is better than all. 


Aye, marry. quoth our king that were a daintye thing, 
Could a man get bin one here for to eat. 
With that Dicke fliaiglut aroſe, and plucked one from his 
hole. : 
— Which with heat of his breech gan to ſweate. 
The king made a praffer to ſnatch it away :— 


*11s meat for your mailer ; good fir, you mult ſlay. 


Thus in gre# merriment was the time Wholly ſpent : 
And then the ladyes prepared to dance: 
Old Sir John Cockle, and Richard incontinent, 
Unto their places the king did advance: 
Here with the ladyes ſuch ſport they did make. 
Ihe nobles with laughing did make their ſides al. c. 
Many thankes for their paines the king gave them, 
Aſking young Richard then, if he would wed; 
Among theſe ladyes free, tell me which liketk thee ? 
Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, Sir, with the red head : 
She's my love, ſhe's my life, her wilt I wed; 
She hath ſworn I ſhall have her maidenhcad. 


Then Sir John Cockle the king called unto him, 
And of merry Sherwood made him o'er-ſcer ; | 
And gave him out of hand three hundred pound Ive; 
Take heed now you ſteal no more of * mu 
And once a quarter let's here have your view; 
And now, Sir John Cockle, I 1 


AH1 CHLORIS. 
To the Tune of GiLDtrOY, 
H ! Chloris, could I now but fit, 
4 As unconcern'd as 
Your infant beauty could beget 
No happineſs nor pain, 
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When I this dawning did admire, 
And pra's'd the coming day, 
File thought that riſing fire 
M ould take my heart away. 


Your charms m tarmnkfs childhood lay 
As mctals ma mine. 
Age from vo fats takes more awarv, 
Than youth corccai'd in thine, 
Bu; as vour charms !ricnfibly 
Tr their perfection pref . 
So luve as unpercen\ a did fly, 
And center d iti my breait. 


Ny pauſſion with your beauty grew, 
nile Cupid at my herurt. 

Still as his mather {a1 our'd you, 
Threw a new Gaming dart. 
Each gloried in their wanton part : 

Io make a lover, he 
Employ'd the utmoit of his art; 
Jo make a beauty, ſhe. 


TWEED-SIDE. 


V HAT beaunes does Flora diſcloſe ? 
V How fweet ate her ſmiles upon Tweed 7 
Yet Mary's flill ſweeter than thoſe; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor fweet bluthing roſe, 
Nor ail the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed ghding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warklers ave heard in the grove, 


The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh. 
The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic euchaut ev 'ry but. 


134] 


Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring 3 
We'll lodge on ſome village on Tweed, 


And love, while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 
Do they never careloſly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lyes afleep ? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pain of my breaſt, 
And fleal an ambroſial kits. | 


Tis ſhe does the virgin excel, 
No beauty with her can compare! 
]ove's graces around hes do dwell, 

She is faireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say. charmer, where do thy flocks firay ? 
Oh! tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſamer banks of the Twecd. 


WILLIE'S RARE, and WILLIE'S FAIR. 
WY tuneful pipe and merry glee, 


| Young Wiiy won my 
A blyther ſwain you coudna ſee. 
Alt beauty without art. . 
Willie's rate, aud Willie's fair. 
And Wilkle's wond' rous bonny, 
Ant Willie ſays he'll marry me. 
Em e'er he'll marry ony. 


O came you by yon water ſide, 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily ? 
Or came you by you meadow green? 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Willie ? 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, Ec. 4 
OVne 
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Syne now the trees are in their bloom, 
And ſlowets f o'er ilka fields 
I'll meet my lad among the broom, 


And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 
Willie's rare, and Willie's fair, Or. 


— — (4 — 
SONG in the Opera of the ROSE, 


H! think not to deceive me, 
With flatt' ring oaths aud lies; 
Tia all in vain, believe me, 
For Love has piercing eyes. 
A triſling preſent given, 
Oft binds aflection faſt, 
And grateful woman's driven 
To give herſelf at laſt, 
From the Same. 
| bs a kiſs you would gain, 
: rr 5 
Ah!] could you not gueſs by my eyes 
When they, uf. way 2 
So twinkle and ſmile, 
A glance is enough to the wiſe. 
— 2 — — 


SONG zn LOVE in a VILLAGE 


H! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, 
In fair Roſetta's eyes to feed 
My {locks upon the plain. 
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What bliſs had I been born to taſlc. 
Which now I ne'er could know? 

Ye envious pow'rs? why have ye plac'd 

My fan one's lot fo low ? 


— 
n 


The BANKS of the TWEED, 


RECITATIVE, 


A? on the banks of Tweed I lay reclin'd 
Beneath a verdant ſhade, 
I heard a ſound more ſweet, than pipe or flute, 
Sure more enchanting was not Orpheus” lute, 
While liſt'ning and amaz'd 1 turn'd my eyes, 
the more I heard, the greater my ſurpriſe ; 
I roſe and follow'd, guided by my car, _ 
And in a chick- ſet grove I ſaw my dear, 
Unſcen, unheard, {ſhe thought) thus ſung the maid : 


AIR. 


To the {oft murmuring ſlream 1 will ſing of my love, 
How delighted am I when abroad I can rove, 

To indulge a fond pom for Jockey my dear, 

When lic's abſent 1 hgh, but bow blyth when he's near, 
ITis che rural amuſement delight my ſad heart, 

Come away io my arms love, and never ws Jt 

To his pipe I could ling, for he's bonny and gay; 

Did he know how I lov'd him, no longer he'd flay. 


Neither linnet nor nightingale lang half ſo ſweet ; 
And the ſoft melting Rican did kind echo repeat, 
Jt ſo rav iſh'd my hcart and delighted my ear, 


Swift as lighi' aing I flew to the arms of my dear; 
She, ſurpriz'd, and detetted, ſome moments did fland 
Like the roſe was her check, aud the lily her hand, 
W hich the plac d on her breaſt, and ſaid Jockey 1 fear 
I have been wo imprudent, pray how came you here? 

— er 
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For to silit my ewes, and to ſee my lambs play, 
By the banks of the Tweed, and the groves ! did fray, 
Bun my Jenny. dear Jenny, how oft have I figh'd, 
And have vow'd endleſs love if You would be my bride, 
To the altar of Ilymen my fair one repair, 
Where the knot of affetbon ſhall tie the fond pair, 
To the pipe's ſprightly notes the gay dance we will lead, 
And will bleſs the dear grove by the bates « of tne I cod, 


—c 
EWE-BUGHTS MARION. 


ILL you go tothe ewe-bughts lar, 
And wear in the ſheep wi me ? 
The fun ſhines ſweet, my Manon, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. 


() on s a bonny laſs, 
Ard the blyth blinks in hr e'e 3 4 
And fam wad I mairy Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


I ve nine milk-ewes, my NI Arion; 
A cow aud a brawny quev, 
Tl: ge them a? to my Marton, 


alt on her bridal day. 


And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waillcoat of the Lom lon bioun, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
Whenc'er ye gang to the tow by 


um yours arid flow, my Marion ; 
Nane dance like me on the green; 
And gn ve {itke me, Marian, 
I'i wry gie draw up with Jean, 


Sac put on your 22 Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramalie, 

ud ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
1 toll come well and ſec ye. 


1 AFA- 


I 


A FAVOURITE SONG, 


Sg by Rig. Stirn % the Drsr ars. 


OM! huw wy ſpindle I miſlaid 
An loRit naderneath the grafs : 
Damon advancn;;, bow d his head, 
Ard laid what feck you pretty las- 
A little love when urg'd wil: date, 
it leads a heart avid leads it far, 
Of! leads a heart... 


Ive piling by yon ipread:ng oak, 
Ih 1 my ſpindte loſt jufl now ; 
31's knife then kindly Damon took. 
And fin the tree he cut a bough ; 
A lute love when urg'd with care, 
Will lead a heart and lead it far, 


A litile love, &. 


31: did the youth his time employ, 
W hile me he tenderly beheld ; 
He talk'd of love, 1 leap'd for joy, 
For ah, my heart did fondly yield, 
A little love when urg'd with care, 
Will lead a heart and lead it far, 
A lutle love, C? 


—— 4». 


S8 O N . 
Xii lovely woman ſloops io folly 


And ſinds, too late, that men betray; 
hat charms can ſoothe her mclancholy ? 
\'hat art can waſh her guilt away ? 
The oniy art her guilt to cover, 
10 lunge her ſharne from ev'ry eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, | 
And wiring his boſom— to dic! 
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She Me my martinis 

WW hen thing of thy he, 
Bare- tended on the iecn b 

Lore midit her looks did piay, 
Ard wanton d in her een. 


Her atme, vitro, rovin and ſmacy!., 
Breai!s rifuy in tert uy, 

To age it wonld give youth, 

To pros them with bus hand, 

- Thrown my („tts ran 
An«cxdirv cf ul, 

Men 1 fuck facernele find, 


Wrapt in a i-aliny kiſe, 


Without the help of art, 


Like ſlow'rs winch grace che wild, 


She did her ſweets unpart, 
Whene'er the ſpoke or ſmil'd. 

Free from afletted pride. 

She me to love beguil'd, 

I wiſh'd her for my bride. 


O had I all thu wealth 
Hopeton's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will, 
I'd promiſe and ſulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Patuc's mil, + 
Should ſhare the ſame wi' me. 


D 2 JOCKEY 
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JOCKEY TO THE Fals. 


WAS eo e mom of fwoet Nav d dav. 
What Song - pted all wings gar, 

1 aught birds wht a lambs 10 la. 

And giid the menden fair, 
Young Jockey caro in the ora 
Aroſe atid tripe tw er the laon: 
Ln Sunday's cont the yourh put on, 
F or Jenny had vou'd away to run 

With jockey io the fair. 

For Jenny had vow'd, <&-. 


The che ful pariſh, bells had rung 

Wh cage? lieps they trudg'd aiong, 

VWrhfl.w'ry garland« e him hung, 
lich cpi rds us'd to wear ;; 

Lie tapt the wincow, IIaſte, my hour» ; 

J. n impatient cry 'd, M ho' s there ? 

1s 1. my love, and no one near. 

Step g gently down. you've nuught io fear, 
\\' ith Jockey iv the fair. 


a 
- 


Step gen:ly down, Ee, 


Ny dad and mammv's fab allcep, 
be ly brother's up and with the {hc eps 
And will vou ith}! vour promiſe Le: p, 
Which have heard vou ſwe at! 
ard will you ever conflant prove ? 
1 «ii by a tbe pow'rs above, 
nd neter devewe my charming dove, 
Diſpcl thole doub!s, and halle wy love 
Wuh Jockey to the fair, | 
Diſpe! thoſe doubts, Sc. 


Behold the ring: the ſuephe rd ry 'd, 

Will Jenry be my charming bride? 

I.et Cupid be our happy guide, 
Aud Ih wen meet us tRere ; 


Then 


EY 


| 
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Then Jockey did his rows renew, 
Jie wou'd be conflant, wou'd be trie! 
His word was pledg'd. away ſho fle. 
With cowilips tipt with balmy dow, 
Wuh Jockey to ihe fair. 
Wh coveſlips tirt, G.. 
In raptures met the jop ful train, 
Then gay comp von, blyth and vorng, 
Fach join the dance, each join the throng 
To hail the hapry pair: 
In turns ther 's Mee d Fond as thev, 
1 hov bels the kind propitlens dav. 
The funiing morn of be ming Marv, 
When lovely Jenny run away, 
\W ith Jockey to the fair. 
. When tovery Jenny, £ 


= 3 dc 
TIE YELLOW-HAIQ'D LADDIY, 
by April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 


And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwarn ; 
The yellow-han'd IL. addie would vfienumes ga, 
To wilds and derp views, where the hawthorn-trecs gro 

There under the hade of an old ſacred thorn, 
Wuh freedom he {uns his loves evening and morn ; 
Ile ſang with ſo ſaſt aud enchanting a ſound, 

That iy ans and fairic: ngen danc'd around. 


The thepherd thus ſung, Tho” young Maya be fair, 
ler beauty is daſh'd with a ſcoruful proud air: 
But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fins, 


Mer breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. * 


hal Nadie in all the gay bloom of her youth. 
Like the moon was inconſlant, and never ſpoke truth; 
Bui Sufte was farihful, good humour'd and free, 
Aud fair a3 the zoddeſs which ſprung from the ſea, 


D 3 Tha 


of 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r 
Was awkwardly aitv. and trequentiy four : 


** 3 R ny SS» ; 
Inen, fighting, he witz d, would parent's agree, 


"the witty ſweet Sulie his miltreſs might be. 


DDS ZZ 2 —— - 
BONNY LASS LIE IN A BARRACK, 


BONNY lab will you lie in a barrack, 
And many a Soger, and carry his waiict. 
Yes I will go and think no more on it, 
I marry my 1larry and carry his wallet : 
I'll neither aſk leave of my minnie or daddie, 


But off and away with my Soger laddie. 


O bonny laſs will you go a campaigning, 
Will you ſuiter the hardſhips of battle and famine, 
When fainting and bleeding, O coulp you draw near me, 
And kindly {ſupport me, and tenderly chcar me. 


O yes I will go through theſe evils you mention, 
And twenty 11mes more if you had the invention: 
Neither hunger, nor cold, nor danger alarms me. 


While I have my Soger, my dearelt to charm me. 


—— — — 
SWEET WILLY O. 


TIF pride of all Nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The pride of all Nature was {weet Wally O. 
'The rt of all ſwains, | 
IIe sladden'd the plains, 

Nene ever was like to the lweet Willy O. 


He ſung ut ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
Lle lung it, &c. 
He melied each maid, 
So {kiiful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd c'er pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 


1 
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All Nature obey'd him the ſweet Willy O, 
All Nature, &c. 
Wherever he came, 
\Whatever hid name. 


\W'1-never he ſung toliow'd ſweet Willy O. 


Ile would be a Soldier the ſweet M my 0. 
Ile would, &c. 

\W hen arm di im the lie Id. 

With fand and with ſhield, 
The laurc] was won by ite ſweet Willy O. 


Ile charm'd them while living the ſweet Willy O. 
IIe charm 'd, Ec. 
And when Willy ay'd, 
Tas Nature that hoh'd, 
To part with her all in the iweet Willy O. + 


1 — fuers 7 err -- | 


THE GAWEIE. 


B. TH young Beſs io Jean did ſay, 

Will ye gang to yon funny brae, 

Where flocks do feed, and herds do liray, 
And ſport a while wi' Jamie ? 

Ah na, laſs, I'll no gang there, 

Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 

Nor about Jamie tak” nae care, 


For he's tane up wi' Maggy. 


For hark, and I will tell you laſs, 
Did 1 not fee your Jamie paſs, 
Wi' muckle gladneſs in his face, 
Out v'er the muir to Maggy. 
J wat hz cae her mony a bib 
Aud Magey took them ne'er amiſs ; 
"P'ween ilba ſmack pleas'd her wi' this, 


That Beſs was but a gawkie. 


I or 
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For when-*er a civil kifs I ſeek, 

She turns her head. and thraws her cheek, 

And for an hour {he'll ſcarcely nad 
Who'd not cal her a gawkie 

But ſure my Maggy has mair ſenſe, 

She, ll gi'e a ſcore without offence ; 

Now gi'e me ane unto the menſe, 


And ye ſhall be my davetie. 


O Jamie, ye hae mony tane, 
But 1 will never Rand for ane 
Or twa, when we do mect again, 


Sae ne'er think me a gawkic. | | 5 
Ah na, laſs, that ne'ei can be, „ 
Sic thoughts as theſe are far frac me, I've 
Or ony thy {weet face that ſee, 8 

E'er to think thee a gawkie. O { 

( 
But, wiſh'd, nae mair of this we'll ſpeak, Na 


For yonder Jamie does us meet; 
Inſtead of Meg he kilt ſae ſweet, 
I trow he likes the gawkie. 
O dear Beſs, I hardly knew, 
When I came by, your gown's ſae new, 
Think you've got it wet wi' dew, 
Quoth ſhe, that's like a gawkie. 


Its' what wi' dew, and 'twill get rain, 
And I'll get gowns when it is gane, 
Sae ye may gang the gate you came, 
And tell ut to your dawtie. 
The gui d on Jamie's check, 
He cry'd, O cruel maid, but ſweet, 
If I ſhould gang another gate, 
I ne'er could meet my dawtic, 


FLOWERS 
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FLOWERS OF THE FORFE<T. 


l foen the ſmiling of Fortune beguiling, 
I've felt all its favours, aud formd its decay; 
Sweet was its ble ſſing. kind its carcfſing, 
But now tis fled, ——flod far away. 


I've ſeen the forcſt adorned the foremoſt, 
Win flowers of the foreſt. mult pleaſant and gay. 

dae bonny was their blooming. their ſcent the air perſuming, 
Eut ro they are wither'd and wedded away. 


I've [ren the morting with gold the hills adording, 

Ad loud tempel ntoran''y before the mid-dav. 

I've fesn 1 weea's liver ſtieams ſhining in ſunny beams, 
(iow Cromy and dark as he row'd on his way. 


O ſickle fortune! why this cruel ſporting ? 

Q why fill perplex us, poor ſons of a day ? 
| Nae mar your {miles can Cheer me, nae mair your frowns 
cal. fear me, 


For the {lowers of the foreſt are withered away. 


SONG IN LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 


IT ET gay ones and great, 
| Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſur« they run; 
Well who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not. ; 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind. 
But healih and diverhon unite, 
| QUEEN 


1 J 
QUEEN OF THE MEADOW'S. 


Ez E, Amanda, charming creature ! 
Hear the woodland warblers ſing, 
Mule each forward nymph of nature 
Nov is pregnant with the ſpring ; 
Lafle to view the: dawmng bluſhes, 
On dame Fiora's iufants feen, 
All Lencuih the blooming buſhes, 
Swaddled in their mantles green. 


Riſe, fair damſci. with Aurora, 
Riſc. and ſee thai early pride; 
Viſh Fioma's ou fre Flora 
Will repay you when a bride, 
Will return it, by pourtraying 
On your childrens* faces fair 
Such ſoft tinges, ſweet diſplay ing 


_ Ev'ry toſe and lilly there. 


Let us loſe the day in ſporting 
O'er the verdant carpets gay, 
Till the nighiingale ſiis courting 
Midnight litt'ners to his lay: | 
Had then, our fle ps be friending, 
Our kind lars will lend each ray, 
With the moon's, or elſe attending 
Glow-worms light the hedge row way. 


Ev' ry rural charm is waſted; 
Dull is ev'ry laudſkip round; 
Spring uſelf remains untaſted, 


Till the Meadow's Queen is crown'd. 


Ev'ry grace attends about you; 
All things ſweet compoſe thy train; 
All is anarchy without you— 


Haſle, and bleſs us with thy reign. 


AULD 


AULD ROBIN GRAY, 
V HEN the ſheep are in the fau'd, ad the ky af 


hame, 
And a' the warld to ſleep are gane; 
The waes of my heart fa's in ſhow's: frac my cc, 
When my gudeman lyes ſound by me, 


Young E loo'd me well, and he ſought me for hs 
ride, os | 

But ſaving a crown he had naething beſide : 

To mak' that crown a pound, my ſemmy gade to ſea, 

And the crown and the pound were baith {or me. 


He had nac been awa' a week but only twa, _ 
When my mither ſhe ſell fick, and the cow was town awa' ; 
My father brak, his arm, and my Jemmpy at the ſea, 


And auld Robin Gray came a-couting me. 


My father coud 'na* work, and my mither coud'na* ſpin, 
] toil'd day and night, but their bread I coud'na? win; 
Auld Rob maintam'd them baith, and wi' tears in his ee, 
Said, Jenny for their ſakes, O marry me. 


My heart it ſaid na, I look'd for Jemmy back; 
But the wind it blew high, and the {hip it was a wreck, 
Ihe ſhip it was a wreck, why didna Jenny die? 

And why do I hve to ſay waes me? | 


Auld Robin argu'd fair, that my mither did'na' ſpeak, 
She look'd in my face till my heart was like to break, 
So they gied him my hand, though my heart was in the ſea, 
And auiu Robin Gray is gudeman to me. 


I hadaa' been a wife a week but only four, 
When litting ſae mournfully at the door, 

1 {aw my Jemmy's wreath for I didna' think it he, 
Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O (air 
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O fair did we greet, and muckle did we la1'; 
We took but ac kiss, and we tore ourſelves awan; 
I with 1 were dead, but I'm not like to die, 
And why do I live to lay wacs me ? 


I gang like a ghaiſt, and carena' 10 ſpin : 
I duch think on Jemmy, for that would be a fin: 
But I'll do my beſt a good wife to be, 
For auld Robin Gray is kind umo me. 


—— — —-— — 8 


THE DEATH OF AULD ROBIN GRAY, AND 
JAMIE'S RETURN. 


12 ſummer it was ſmiling. all nature round was gay, 
1 When Jenny was attending on auld Robin Gray ; 
For he was fick at heart, and had nac friend Leſide, 

But only me poor jenny, who newly was his bride, 


Ah! Jenny, I thall die, he cry d, as ſure as I had birth; 
Then ſee my poor auld banes, laid into the earth: 
And be a widow for my ſake, a twelvemonth and a dar, 
And I will leave whate'er belongs to auld Robin Gray, 


I laid poor Robin in the earth as decent as 1 cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very good; 
I took my rock unto my hand, and in my cot 1 figh'd, 
Oh wae is me, what ſhall 1 do. ſince poor auld Robin died. 


Search ev'ry part throughout the land, there's none [1k 
me forlorn, | 
I'm ready e en io ban the day that ever I was born. 
For Janne, ail 1 lov'd on earth: ah! he is gone away, 
My _ dead, my mother's dead, and eke all Rubin 
ray. 


I roſe up with the morning fun. and ſpun till ſeiting dey, 


And one whole year of widowood I mourn'd for Robi. 
Cray; 


1d. 


It 


A 
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{ did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant tog; 
Let every one example take, aud Jenny's plan purſus. 


I thought that Jamie he was dad. or he to me was loſt, 
And all my fond and yor:hifu' love entirely it was ertell; 


I try'd to ling, I try 'd to laugh. and pals che time away, 
For 1 had nc'er a fiicnd alive fince dy'd auid Robin Gray, 


At length the merry bells rang round, I coud'na' gui! 
the caulc ; 
It was the news of peace, they ſaid, winch guin'd ſo muh 
lauſe: 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to mo, 
And thew'd a purſe of golden ore, and fail it was for theo 2 


Auld Robin Gray I find is dead, and jill vour art is 
| true, 
Then take me, Jerny. to your arms, and I will he fo tor, 
Nt John fall jor ds at tlie kick, and we'll be blith aid 
SHY, 


A. 4. contented, and rcply'd, adieu to Robin Cray. 


„lee tenen e <a - 
JAMIE GAY. 


> Jamie Gay gang 'd bl;-th lis way, 
"> Along the banks of 1 weed ; 
A bony late, a$ CVE Was, 
Came tripping oer the 54 
The hearty ain, u tau. n 1 Ker 


SR, 
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The buxom nymph favor: 


* 


Ind ful of glee, as lad co. 1 be, 
Zell. ake the pretty maid. 


ID-ar laſly tel“, why by thing fel 
1 nou hait ly W. ind veil nere ? 

dy ewes, ſhe cry d, ave Hraying wide! 
Cau il (el me laddy Wiicre * 


F 10 
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To fown I it ine, he made reply, 
ume metkle port to ſee; 

Et thou'n fo ſweet, to trim and nent, 
I'll leck the ches wii thee, 


De gac'm her hand. nor made a land, 
Rut i'd the youth's intent; 

Oer hill aud date, o'er plain and vale, 
Rioht merrily they went; | 

The birds ſapg ſweri the pair to oree!, 
| a 2 s 
And flowers bloom'd a10and ; 

And as they walk d, of love they talk'd. 


And joys which lovers crown'd. 


And row the iun had roſe to noon. 
The zenich of his pow'r,) 

\\ hen io a ſhade their Reps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour : 5 

The bonny lad, row'd in his plaid, 
The iats who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
Ard he to gang io town. 


— — — — 
RURAL CONTENTMENT: « 


A SEZUEL TO THE BANKS OF THE PFL. 


Tune 0 bouny Lafs will you lit in a Barrack: 
F SAT on a bank hy the fide of a river, 

theme my dear Janie hid left me for ev er, 
Bu while 1 ſu penſively ſiglung and mourmng, 


Ah! who thouid I ſes, but my Jamie returning. 


I firaigit ran to meet him, I threw my arms round hum, 
Still charming, ſtill Kiid, ſlill conſtant, 1 found him; 

Wich ar dor he preſs'd me, ah! who would oppoſe him, 
While mus I reveal'd the warm wiſh of my boſoin. 1 
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% tay ary den fame thy ſohes eve our. 
Ne more leave their za ne., be tio lange a fer, 
0.10018 ite for 0 yy W. Part ons fond tat ic, 


Noi leave my $64 aw for the net battic, 


en peace in a cuttege and paſtoral picture, 
Where love trips wih joy, in iome t:olickfore nate, 
Believe me, wy Jar are lar net 150i unge 


— * 


Ihen war's einpty 1472p which you's οανννν,s been priving,” 


Jane fmil'd ſweetly. the hunt ts and thruſhes, 
M'ho chanted their ſongs from the Jeanine buſhes, 
The groves and the plaus were 1% ga, fo inviting, 
They made tun forget hs ambition tor hohtinsg, 

* . 


e (id he would love me. ard never would leave we, 
He gave ne his hand tut he neter wand deceive we, 
He ſwore he'd ne more ſhow ls fors his reſantment; 
But live with his Arne iu tural comentm: nt. 


— — AAS, OLIVE >> er — 
TAK” YOUR AUD CLOAK ABOUT YE. 


TIN winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill. 
And Boreas, wi' his blalts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill; 
Then Bell, my wife, who lo'cs nae ſlrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up, goodman, fave Cromy*s life, 


And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


O Bell, why doſt thou ſlyte and ſ:orn ? 
Thou kenſt my cloak is very thin: 

It is ſae bare and over worn, 

A cricke he thereon he cannot rin: 


ES -. . Then 
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Then If; nac langer borrow nes lend, 
For ance Ine, apparell'd he, 

To-morrow II to town and ſperd, 
For Lell hae a new cloak about meg. 


My Cromie is an uſcful cow, 

And {he is come of a good king; 
Afﬀt has ſhe wet the bairus' mou. 

And 1 am laih itat ſhe ſhiou d tone 
(et up, goodman, it is fu” time. 

he fun ſiiines in the lift fo |: -- 
Sloth never made a gracions ene. 

Gae tak' your auld cloak abo!:: ve. 


My clock was ancs a ghd grey cla. 
"hen it was filing for my wear; 


But How its Icar:tiy Wort; 4 Lront, 


For 1 hac worn't this thicetty vear , 
Let's ſpend tac gear that we have won, 
We little ken ihe day we'll die; 
Then I'll be pron, bc 1 hac ſworn 
"To hac a uc cloak abut me, 


In days when our King Robert rang. 
I iis trews they coll him half-i-.rown ; 
Ile laid they tre a groat O cr dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thirf and lown ; 


He ws the King that wore the crown, 


And thou'rt a nin of Lagh degiee, 
'3 15 pr de puts a' dur country dow, 
Sac tak? thy auld cloak about 115, 


Ev'ry land h. its am longh, 

I SR. 
Lua Kue cru it has its hook ; 
tank the watld 1» 4 un wrang. 

V\ ten ilka wiſe her man vac rute; 
Do veyot le Rob, Jiik., and Liab, 

hg : . . Y * + 

7 Mev ae prded valtiuritiy ! 
une 1 bt hu 11. 11 the af, 

bara gow ek about ine. 


- 


Gocdman 
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Goodman, I wat 'tis thretty years 
Since we did ane anither ken 
And we hae had between us twa, 
O' lads and bonny lalſes ten; 
Now they are women growr and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be:; 
And if you prove a good huſbat.d, 


Elen tak' your add cloak about ve, 


Bell, my wif, ſhe lo'es that ſtrife : 
But ſhe wad guide me if {he can, 
And to mainain an caly liſe. | 
] aft mann vicld, though I'm goodman 
Nought's to be won at ah 4 Wo, ; 
Unlefs ye gi'e them a' the plea; 
Then I'll leave aft where I began, 
And tak wy auld cloak about me. 


— 4 II 
BESSY BELL AND MARY CGRAT, 


O Beſſy Bell and Mary Grar, 
They war' twa bonny lalles. 
They bigged a bower on yon burn bra. 
And checked it o'er wi' raſhes. 

Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 

1 And thought I nc'er cou'd alter: 
Bit Mary Grey's twa pawky cen, 
They gar my fancy faltcr. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint· tap, 
She {miles like a May morning. 
When Phoebas {larts ſrae Thetis lap, 

The hilts with rays adorning : 
White 1s her neck, ſaſt is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet fu' genty ; 
Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty, 

. 3 
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Zain Marv $ lacks arc lie a draus, 
Her cen like diamonds alang (e; 
She's ze fac clean, redd up and biaw, 
She k1:!s whene'cs [he dane ts: 
Eivih as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming. tight, and 12:4] ie: 
And guides her airs tae grace fu' Hill, 


O Joe, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 
Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Cray, 


Ve unco ſair oppreſs us: 

Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Ve are fic bonny laſſcs: 

Wae's me! for banh I canna get, 
To ane by law we're flemed ; 

Then 1'il draw cuts and tak' my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


| 0 8D) Crcom ———— 
THE LAST TIME 1 CAME O'ER THE MUIR, 


1 laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me; | 
Ye pow'rs what pain do I endure, 

When loft ideas mind me? | 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 

The beaming day enſuing, 
{ met betimes mv lovely maid, 

In {it retreats for wooInge 


Benet he coc ling ſhade we lay, 
2 (an and challling ſporting - 
& e kils'd ard promis'd ume away, 
il night ſpread ber dark curtain. 
? piticd all bencath the ſkies, 
Ev'n kings when the was nigh me; 
In repturcs 1 beheld her eyes, 
\\ hich could but ui den me. 


Shou d 


E ] 


Shon'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal flevl may wound me,; 
Or caſt upon ſome furetgn ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me: 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on gowns kites, 
Stall make me care at diſtance move, 
In projpect af ſuch blilſes. 


In ail my ſol] there's not one place 
Jo let attval enter; | 
Sncce the excells in ev'rygrace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ccaſe to ſlow, 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 
O Greenland ice ſhall rofes grow, 
Be ſore I cealc to love her. 


Ihe next time I gang o'er the muir, 
Sue {hall a lover find me: 

Ard that my faith is firm and pure, 
1hkoagh I left her behind me: 

Tien liymen's ſacred bonds {hail chain 
May heart to her fair boſom; 

Thiere, white my being does remain, 


M, love more fleſh ſh:l. bluſſorr, 


TIIE BANKS OF THE DEF. 


Tias ſummer, and ſoftly the breezes were blowing, 
And ſweetly the mghungale ſung from the tree. 
At the feot of a rock, where the river was flowing, 
I fat my. elf down on the banks of the Dee. 
Fo on. lovely Dee, ſſow on, thou ſweet river; 
Tiy banks” pureit fireams ſhail be dear to me ever; 
For chere I Hut gain'd the affection and favour 
Oi Januc, vic glory and pride of the Dee. 


But 
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But now he's gone from me, and left me thus mourning, 
To yu the proud rebels, for valiant is he; 
a 


And, ah! there's no hope of his ſpeedy returnit g, 
To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, helpleſs youth ! o'er the rude roaring billows ; 
The kindeſl and ſweeteſt of all the gav follows ; 
And left me 10 ſliay mongſt the once loved willows, 
The lonclieſt maid un the barks of 11c Dee. 


But time and m *rs may perhaps reſlore him; 
Bleft peace A m/ e * to me: 
And when he returns with ſuch care 1'i| watch o'er him, 
He never ſhall leave thetweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee then ſhall flow, all its beauties diſplaying ; 
The lambs on its banks fhall again be ſcen playing; 
While I with my Jamie are careleſbly playing 
And taſting again all the ſweets of tue Dee. 


— DIY) IP) een —— - 


DAMON AND CUPID. 


4 . 0 
The ſhepherds home were ; 

Ihe moon wide o'er the lawn 

Her ſilver mantle ſpread : 
When Damon paſs d that way, 

And ſaunter'd in the g : 
Will hs meat ho ok, 

Oh ! thoſe were golden hours, 
Lod, fn ON. 
io” wains ai 3 
eien 


SIDE 
12 thades or on the graſs, R 
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Tir winged boy draws near 
At, l thus ien 1 poses . 
Will ur red bc, 
V'y . ne la in ile groves. 
Wegurt 3 never fail, 
To eiter und My arrows: 
Nin tail as thick as hail. 
Ad nate ns ove lac lp We, 


Then (wain, if me vin need. 
Su aisht ly your ſheep-hook down; 
Ihrow by your caten reed, 
And halle away to ion; 
So well I'm known at court, 
| Nome aſks where Cupid dwelts, 
But readily refort, 


To Eenſon's or Lapell's. 
— 2 cc - —— 
DONNEL AND FLORA. 


On thr late misfortune of General Bnrecyne and uh gallant 
army. By a Lady. 


V II EN merry hearts were gay, 
* Careleſs of ought but play, 
Poor Flora ſlipt away, 

Sadd'ning to Mora“: 
Looſe flow'd her coal-black hair, 
Quick heav'd her boſom bare, 
And thus to the troublcd air, 

She vented her ſorrow. 


© Loud how!s the northern blaſt ; 

© Bleak is the dreary waſte ; 

& lHaſte then, O Donnel haſte, 
+ Haſte to thy Flora! 


2 


* A valley in At Hole fo nam'd by the two lovers. 
«© Twice 


2 


© Twice twelve long months are o'ci 
Since in a foreign ſhore, 
+ You promis'd to fight no more, 
« But meet me in Mora. 


© Where now is Donnel dear? 
(Maids cry with taunting ſucer) 
Say is he fill fincere 

To his lov'd Flora! 
+ Parerts uphraid my moan : 
Fach heart is turn'd to lone. 
« Al! Flora, thou'rt now alone 


+ I riendieſs in Mora! 


© Come then, O come away, 

© Donnel, no longer ſlay : 

© Where can my rover fir 
From his dear Flora? 

© Ah! ſure be ne'er cou'd be 


_ © Falſc to his vows aud me: 


O Heav'n !—+4s not yonder he 
« Boundirg in Mora! | 


£ Never, O wretched fair, 
(Sigh'd the ſad meſſonger.) 
Never {hail Downel mair 
_ Mee: his lov'd Flora. 

© Cold, cold beyond the main, 
£ Donnel thy love lies flam, 

$ He {ent me to ſoothe thy pain, 

| s Weeping in Mora. 


© Well fought our gallant men, 
© Headcd ty brave Burgoy ne, 
Our heroe> were thrice led on 
© To Bruſh glory. 
© But ah! though our foes did ſlee, 
© Sad was the lots io thee, 
s While ev'ry freſh vittory 
* Drown'd us in ſorrow. 
| « Herc 
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& Here take this truſly blade, 
( Donnel expiring ſaid) 
6 Give it io yon dear maid 
* Weeping in Mora. 
& Tell her O Allan, tell 
© Donnel thus bravely fell, 
„ And that in his laſt fare weil 
* He thought on his Flora. 


Mute flood the trembling fair, 

Speechleſs with wild deſpair, 

Ihen finking her boſom bare 
Sigh'd out, poor Flora. 

O Donnel! O well a-day, 

Was all the fond heart could ſay : 

At length the ſound dy d away 
Feebly in Mora. 


— —— 
A FAVOURITE SONC, 
IIrote by a Lady. 


Nor mourn ye flow'ry banks ſae 
Though wars have call'd my love away, 
Heav'n will proteft my faithful Johny. 
Twas fame that urg'd him to the held, 
"Twas fame inſpir'd him thus to leave me; 
Pleas'd I ſurvey'd the glitt'ring ſhield, 
But ah! how much our parung grieves me ! 
Let dad and fretful mother ſcold, 
And for {ome richer laird deſign me:; 


Vet neither pow'r, nor p nor gold. 
From youthful Johny Hall incl me. 
| was 


EE not, ye ſlreams of gentle us & : 


fame, &c, 


What 


? 
3 


E 
What's wealth compar'd to him I love ' 


To him for ever fond 10 
The live long day beneath the grove _ 
To kits, to clap, to bleſs aud ſqueeze me? 
*I'was fame, &c, 


leaſe me 4 


Weep not, ye lireams of ſilver Tay! 
Nor monrn ye flow'ry banks, ſac bonny ? 
Though au allur'd my love awa 
Heat 'n ss return unhort my Johny. 
»Twas fame that urg'd him to the field, 
, Twa. fan... that urg'd him thus to leave me; 
# Pleas'd I ſurvey'd the gi't'ring ſhield, 
| Bu ah! how i, uch ow parung gricves me! 


£ — — eat „ „ L 

1 
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, ET maſonry ſiom pole to pole 
4 er lecrct laws expand; 

i Far es the mighty waters roll, 

l To walh remoteſi land! 

; That virtue has not left mankind, 


Her ſocial maxims pegve: 


For ſtamp'd upon the malon's mind 
Are unity and love. 


Aſcending to her native {ky, 
Let maſonry increaſe; 

A glorious pillar rais'd on high, 
Integrity its baſe. | 

Peace adds to olive-boughs cntwii. d, 

4 An emblematic dove; 4 

As flamp'd upon the maſon's min 
Are unity — love. 


| | | WINGS 
KL | . 
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Songs, Duets, Choruſſes, &c. in The CHILDREN 


IN THE WOOD. As performed at the Treatre 
Rozal, Haymarict, vih Unwerlal Applauſe, | 


— MM „„ 


AIR. — Als. Brax p. 
V HEN love gets vou fafl in his clutchee. 


And vou ſigh for vour {weetheart away 5 
Old Hime cannot move withoun crutches, 
Alack ' low hc hobtles —uell-a-day oll a- day ! 


Bu when Malter my tremblins hand touches, 
And love's colonmmmngs o'er my cheeks flray 3 
Old Tine throws aide bath his ermckes, 
Alack, how he gillopsI—well-a- day well-a-day ! 


AIR.—Aſr. BaAxX!>TER, jun. 


| HERE.was Dorothy Dump. would mutter and mump 
And cry my dear Malter, hergho ?? 
But no lep ſhe could take, wouid my contlancy ſhake— 
For lite had a timber toc. | 


There was Rebecca Roſe, ith her aqucline noſe, 
Who cried © for von Walter 1 die.“ 
But 1 laugli'd at cach clancce, fie thiew at me aſkarce 
For the had a g'mict cye. 
There was Tabitha Te:ift, had a mind to be kiſſed, 
And made on my hcart an attack: 
But her love I derided —for ſhe was lopſided, 


And curſedly Warp'd ii the back. 


There was Barbara Bun, who always was crying, 
Dear youth put an cd 10 my woes,” 

But to ſave in her head all the tcars that ſhe ſucd, 
Nawre gave her a butile noſe, 


F DUET 


. — 
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DUET.—AMr;. Biaxny, and Mafter Mrcxacts 


Alrs. B.—Voung Simon in his lovely Sue, 
Beheld a darling treaſure. 
Ir. NI. Voung Simon in his lovely Sue, 
Beheld a darling treaſure. 
Mrs. B.— Ihe toilſome day before him flew, 
Por love makes labour pleaſure. 
Mr, M.— The toilſome day before him flew, 
For love makes labour plcaſure. 
Mrs. B.—Oh! he dear boy can't you diſcern, 
| *Is love ray Fiens plcaſure. 
Mr. NI. Oh! yes, dear girl, I foon ſhall learn, 
That love makes labour pleaſure. 
Mrs. B.— Oh hc dear boy. 
Mr. M.—Oh! yes, dear girl. 
Mrs. B.—-Oh! he, you can't d:ſcern, 
Mr. M.—Oh! ves, dear giil, 1 ſoon ſhall learn, 
That love makes labour pleaſure. 
Bin I am loath to four ilweet mulic's train; 
Shall we begin ? | 
Mrs. B.—Yes, we will begin again. | 
Young Simon, &c. 


DCU ET. Ars. Biix», and Mr. Svurrr. 


Nrs, B. Great fir, conſider my honour is ready. 
Mr. S. Great fir, conſider, the dinner 1s ready. 
Mrs. B. An humble domeſtic is not worth your care. 

Mr. S. Dear fir, give me leave io preſent the bill of fare, 
Mrs. B. Take a lad) | 
Mr. S. Here's tongue 
Mis. B. With honour | 
Nr, S. And mutton 


Mrs. B. If handſome and young: 


Mr. >, What a feaſt for a glution. | 
Mrs, 


5 


Is. B., nec ein bone ae ine, ant in Single fo tafly. 

\!r, S. With bitter L. ad ouals, and a veinſm paily. 

XI. B. But ah! S! r. beware of jealouly 

Ir. 8. And mitoid 

NI. B. Life won Apiser by vor care 

W.. A 444 and 3 tat ard 

Ales 3. * 114 Gee! SY Wot. — 

NY.. S. Te mition's drertunt'd — 

NI ts. B. Nv tame deu would lan. 

aa. At dl the 114 ve be Pont d. eee 

Ire, 3. Relieve c mieat lir, 10 my liongur I' in licady, 
"£8: -: And bel ce me great hc the dinner 1s ready, 


EF. brother! fee on yorder bough 
The robin fits ;—hark 1 hcar lum now ! 
Lillen brother two the note, 
From pretty robin red-bre at's throat — 
Sweetelt bird that ever flaw 
Whiltic rolun, lovudle loo! 
Loodle loo, {weet robin“. 


AlR.— A/ Dr Caur. 


M ARK the trus teſt of paſſion when a lover is nigh, 
It's hue 1s the roſe—us language a ſigh; 


But when doubts interfere, aud no lover is nigh, 
Then us hue 1s a lilly, its language a ſigh. 


AIR.—Mr. Dicx:n. 


V THEN firſt to Helen's lute 


I ſung, as ſhe play'd to me, 
How came thcle then to ſhoot 
A thrilling ſenſe all thro' me ? 


O! *twas love, twas le! 


F 2 In 
* See Plate. 
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Ja my eyes it gliſlen'd; 
'T would inſpire a biete 
To fing, if Helen liflen'l— 
O! my love, my love ! 


Why call I with deliglit 
This duty's plaintive numbers, 
To wrap my fair in night. 
And ſoothe my Ilelen's flumbers “ 
O! 'us love, tis love; | 
Lullaby, my dear: it 
Care from thee take N;ghr. 
And peace thy heart be near! 


O! wy love, my loc! 
AIR.— Mrs. Biaxv, 


Yeoman of no mean degree, 
A For ihiril of gain and lucre, he, 
A pretty babe did nunder firau, 
By rcaſon of its lere eflaic. 


To vex him io his heatt's content, 
To lum the untrder'd babe was Jet ; 
Tull blue appear'd the candle flame, 
And a knockivg at the window caine 


Ilis canſcienee forely ſnitted lum. 
An made lum treinte every hmb; 
M'uh that the Lot n to raf. 
And Mrauways Eu- the | „be Lac dovr, 


FINALE. 


M,. Baxx1STER, 
Have 1 Cid tus gul and boy 
Is't fo under ioc, Sire. 

May I bulicw, now, for joy— 
Are we out of the wood, Sus ? 
llave I ved, &. 


E 
? 


| Ur " 
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Mr. Dicxvu. 


Providence has {miled on me, 
Happy I, as may be; 
A father here—at ciher knee, 
A roſv dimp'led babv. 
Have we ſaved. &c. 


Af, Dr Cauy, 


Fulle?t mine of mother's bliſk, 
Fuller naught can make it; 
Since all to-night who witneſs this, 
Scem kindly to partake it. 
Have we ſaved, &xc. 


Alrs, BAND. 


Now my Walter, I ſhall wed, 
Gay my heart, and light, Sirs— 


Mr. BaxxISTER, 


And I my girl have made a bed, 
To fit us right and tight. Sir 
We have ſaved, &c. ; 


WILLOW, WILLOW, WILLOW. 


It is from the following ſtanzas that Shakſpeare 
his ſong of the Willow, in his Othello, A. 4. f. g. though 
ſomewhat varied, and applied by him 10 a female character. 
| He makes Deſdemona introduce it in this pathetic and af- 


fecting manner: 


F 3 
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© My mother had a maid call'd Barbar'c: 
She was in love; and he ſhe lov'd forſook hor, 
« And ſhe prov” d mad. She had a ſong of witrow, 
© An ol ung was, bat it expre cls'd lier fortune ; : 
Ana ſhe dyed linging it.“ 


Poore ſoule ſat ſighing under a ficamore tree; 
O willow, Willow, witlow ! 
With his hand on his boſum, his head on his knee: 
O willow, willow, willow! 
O willow, willow, willow! 


Sing, O the greznc willow hall be my garland! 


He ſigh'd at his finging, and aſter cach grone, 

0 willow, &c. 

1 am dead 10 all pleaſure, my true- love is gone; 
O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


My love ſhe is turned, untrue the doth prove: 

O willow, &c. 

She renders me nothing but hate ſor my love. 
O willow, &c. 


| Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


0 pitty me (cried he) ye lovers, each one ; 
O willow, &c. 

Her heart's hard as marble, ſue cues not my mone, 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene willow, the.” 


ine cold ſtreams ran by bim, the youth wept apace 3 7 
Q w:llow, &c. 


"ne {alt tears fell from him. which drowned his oe: 


O Now, Ec. 
Sg O the greens willow, &c. 


Ihe 
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The mute birde ſat by him, made tame by his mones: 
O w:iliow, &c. 
Tlie Cit 1wars fall from him, which ſoftn2d the llones. 
O wiliow, &c. | 
Sing, O the grcene willow, &c. 


Let nobody blame mo. her ſcornes I do prove: 
O w:ill::w. &c. | 
he was borne to be faite; I to die for her love. 


DOD willow, &c. 


Sing, 0 che gre ene willow, &c. 


O that beauty ſhould harbour a kent that's ſo hard! 
O willow, &c. 

My true- love rejecting without all regard, 
0 willow, &. 

Sing, O the meene willow, &c. 


Let love no more boaſt him, in palace or bower; 
O willow, &c. 

For women are trothles. and {tote in an hours. 

O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene 2 Er. 
But what helps complaining ? In vamlT cemplaine ne 2 


O willow, &c. 

I muſt patienily ſuffer her fcorne and diſdaine. 
O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


Come, Hou fda mal fe drank aw; 

O willow, &c. | 

He that planes of his falſe love, mine; falſe than ſhe, 
O willow. &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, & c. 


The 
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The willow wreathe weare I, ſince my love did fleet 3 
O willow, &c. 


A garland Ks lovers forſaken moſt meete. 


6 willow, &c. 
Sing, O the green willow ſhall be my garland ! 


Part the Second. 


LOWE lav'd by = my ſorrow. begot by diſdaine, 


O willow. willow, willow ! 


Againſt her too cruell, fill fill I complaine, 


O willow, willow, willow! ! 
O willow, willow, willow! 


Sing, Oo the greene willow ſhall be my garland ! ? 


O love too injurious, to wound heart 3 
O willow, &c. pk car : 


To ſuffer the triumph, and joy in my {mart : 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the "mom willow, oy 


O willow, allow. willow! the willow garland, 


0 willow, &c. 


A ſigne of her falſeneſſe before me doth fland : 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O che greene willow, &c. 


As here it doth bid to deſpair and to dye, 
O willow, &c. 

So hang it, friends, ore me in grave where Ihe, 
O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


In grave where 1 reſt mee, hang this to the view 
O willow, &c. 


| Of all that doe know her, to blaze her untrue. 


O willow, &c. 


Sing, O the greene willow, c. 


Wich 


7 ] 


With theſe words engraven, as epitaph meet, 
() Willow. &. 

Ilere lyes ann, drank poy ſon for potion moll fwcet.? 
() w fſtou, &. 

d. ng. O the greene willow, &c. 


Though ſhe thus unkindly hath ſcorned my lose, 
S by 0 willow. Ec. 


And carele{s|y ſmiles at the ſorrowes I prove; 


0 willow, Kc. 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


I cannot again!) her unkindly exclaim, 


Ou: lw. &c. 


Cauſe on:e well 1 lov'd her, and honour'd her name: 
1 O willow. &c. 


Sing, 0 the greene willow, &c. 


The name of her ai. ſo fweete iu mine care, 
O willow, &c. 


It rays'd my heart lightly, the name ay dc are. 
O willow, &c. 


0 Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


As then *twas my comfort, it now is my grie fe; 
O willow, &c. 


It now brings me anguiſh, then brought me reliefe, 
O willow. &c, 


Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 


Fare v ell, fair falſchearted: U end wich my breath? 


O willow, willow, willow ! 


Then AA loarh we, 1 love thee, though cauſe of my — 


O willow, willow, willow ! 
O willow, 58 willow ! 


Sing, O the greene willow ſhall be my garland ! 
LOCH- 
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I0CHABE Re 
AREWHEL to Lochaber, and ſarewel my Jean, 


Where hcar: lome with thee I have mory days been! 
tor Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
Wec'el may he return to Luchaber no more. 


The fe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear, 
And na for the dangers attendant on war. 
1ho' borue on rough ſeas to a far diſtant ſhore, 
Nlay be to return to Lochaber no more. 


The hurcicanes riſe, and riſe every wind, 
They ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind. 
{ry loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 


That's nothing like leaving my love on the ſhore : 
1's leave thee behind me my heart is ſair pain'd, 


By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd ; 
And beauty and lovc's the reward of the brave, 
And I mult deſerve it before I can crave. 


Then glory my Jenny, muſt plead my excuſe, 
Since honour commands, how can I refute, 
\Without it 1 ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And without thy favour I'd better not be: 


I gae them, my laſs, to win honour and fame; 
And ſhould I but chance to come glorioully hame, 
III bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 


And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more, 


WHEN 


ö 


| 
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- WHEN ABSENT FROM THE NYMPH I LO\T 
HEN abſent from the nymphi I love, 


i'd fain ſhake off the chains I wear 3 
But. whillt I firive theſe to remove, 

More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear, 
My captin'd fancy, day and night, 

Falter aud fairer repreſents 


Beliuda, form'd ſor dear delight, 


But cruel cauſe of u my complaint. 


All day 1 wander thro' the grox ec, 

| And, f. zhing. hear from ev'ry tree 

Ihe havny bird, chirping their loves, 
Happ: 400 rpar'd wut: lon*ly ine. 

4 When g nt nech. with balmy wings, 

12 ret! fans ev iy weary wish 2 

A thuuſaud fears my fancy brings, 
That keep me waking all the wht, 


Sleep flies, while, like the goddeſo feir, 

And all the graces in her train, 
With melting (miles, and killing air, 

Appears the cauſe of all my pain. 

A white mv mind, delighicd, flies 
Oer all her ſweets with thriiling joy, 

Whilf want of worth makes doubt ariſe 
1 hat all my ttembliug hopes deſtroy. 


This, while my thoughts are fix d on her, 
I'm all v'er tran{; ort and delire; ; 
My pulſe beats high, my cheeks appear 
1 roſes, and mine eyes all fire. 
When to my ſelf I turn my view, 
y veins grow chill, my cheeks look war;; 
Taue“, whillt my fears my pains renew, 
1 {:arcely look, ur move a man, 


-- 


[: 52-1 
THE BANKS OF FORTI1. 


1 my love, wich genial ray, 
Ihe ſun returning glads the day; 
Awake, the balmy zephyr blows; 

The hawthorn blooms, the daiſy glows ; 
The trees regain their verdam pride 3 

The turtle wooes his tender bride ; 

To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 


And Forth in dimples glides along. 


Oh more than blooming daiſies fair ! 8 
More fragrant than the vernal air ; 1] 
More gentie than the turtle dove, N 


Or flreams that murmur thro? the grove! 
Bethink the all is on the wing, ; 
"Theſe pleaſures wan on waſting ſpring ; 4 


Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy, 7 

Nor fear what fleets fo faſt will cloy. | 2 

PPP q 

ie PLEASURES of RURAI. LOVE. 9 

3 ITH the man that 1 love, were I deilin'd-to dwell N 


On a mountain, a muir, in a cot, ina cell; 
Retreats the muſt barren, molt deſert, would be 
More picaling than conrts, or a palace io mc. = 


Let the vain. and the venal, in wedlock aſſ ire 

To what folly eflcems, and the vulgar admire : . 3 

I yield them the blifs, where their withes, are plac d. N 
Inſenlible creatures! us all they can taile, 


THE EN D. 
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